Did in their voyage in this world's sea stray.

And needed a new compass for their way;

She, that was best and first original

Of all fair copies, and the general

Steward to Fate; she, whose rich eyes and breast

Gilt the West Indies, and perfum'd the East,

Who having breathed in this world, did bestow

Spice on those isles, and bade them still smell so;

And that rich Inde, which doth gold inter,

Is but a single money coin'd from her;

She, to whom this world must itself refer,

As suburbs or the microcosm of her;

She, she is dead; she's dead! When thou know*st this,

Thou know'st how lame a cripple this world is,

And learn'st thus much by our Anatomy,

That this world's general sickness doth not lie

In any humour, or one certain part,

But as thou saw'st it rotten at the heart,

Thou see'st a hectic fever hath got hold

Of the whole substance, not to be controlled,

And that thou hast but one way not t'admit

The world's infection, to be none of it:

For the world's subtlest immaterial parts

Feel this consuming wound, and age's darts: